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/N A TINY VILLAGE THAT BORPEKS THE HOSTILE JUNGLE, 
W/LP BOY AND KEETO WITNESS A SOLEMN NATIVE CEKEMONX,. 



BuT IN THE CffOWP OF NATIVE 
ONLOOKERS . . . i 



SHOULP 



BE IN ASKURRI'S 
PLACE. HE HAS WON 
WAMPITTI THROUGH 
TRICKERY AHO LIBS,' 
HE WILL PAy FOR IT 
WITH HIS LIFE/ 



3 





Off-ffftof 



I p r 




Jz-*** 




RELEASE WAGABI, WILP 
BOY, ANP WE WILL PO 
FAIR. BATTLE BEFORE 
THE VILLAGE.' 



THERE WILL BE NO 
BATTLE WITH THI5 ONE; 
ASKURRI.' HE HAS 
RAI5EP HIS KNIFE 
AGAINST ONE OF HIS 
OWN PEOPLE, ANP 
THE LAW SAYS HE 
MUST BE EXILEP 
FROM OUR VILLAGE 
ANP CAST OUT 
FROM OUR TRIBE/ 
INTO THE JUNGLE, 
WAGABI.' LIVE WITH 
THE BEASTS ANP 
NEVER. RETURN.' 




That evening... 



TELL ME , 
KEETO.' WHAT 
IS THE CURSE 

OF KALUNGAT 



KALUNGA IS AN 
ANCIENT SPIRIT DEMON! 

IT IS SAIP THAT HE 
MAKES HIS HOME IN 
THE GREAT SWAMP/ I 
HAVE NEVER SEEN HIM, 
BUT THOSE WHO HAVE 
SAY HE IS TERRIBLE 
TO LOOK UPON / HE 
15 LIKE A SNAKE! 




IT IS ALSO SAIP THAT 
IF A MAN ASKS FOR 
kalunsas help; ANP 
HE BE IN THE RIGHT- 
THEN KALUNGA WILL 
HELP/ BUT IF HE IS 
WRONG, THEN HE 
WILL BE CURSED 
BY THE PEM0N/ 




IF WHAT YOU SAY 
IS TRUE, KEETO, WHY 
WOULP WASABI ASK 
FOR HELP --WHEN HE 
KNOWS THAT HE HAS 
PONE WRONGS . 

'i HAVE 
THOUGHT OF THAT, 
TOO, WILP BOY, 
BUT IT IS SOME- 
THING THAT ONLY 
KALUNGA CAN 
PECIPE.' 



Several 
pays 

LATER., 

AS TWO 

NATIVES 

SEARCH 

THE SWAMP 

FOR GAME, 

A SUPPEN 

SOUNP 
FILLS THEM 

WITH 
TREMBLING 
FEAR.,. 






I HAVE aANNEP IT WELL. 
SOON THE WORP WILL 
SPREAP THAT KALUNGA . 
AVENGES WAGABl/ 
THEY WILL 0E& FOR. 
MY RETURN -- BUT 
FIRST ASKURKI 
MUST DIE! 




Mews of the killing stampedes the village 
into a fiery frenzy of superstitious fear... 



WASABI'S 
CURSE IS 
TRUE/ THE 
WRATH OF 
KALUNSA 
IS UPON 

us! 




Moments latex., the air vibrates to 
the pulsating- message of jungle. ', 

TOM-TOMS ... 



IT IS My FEELING, 
TOO, KEETO.' BUT 
I HAVE A PLAN .' 
COME, WE MUST 
LEAVE THE VILLAGE 




That evening/-, as twilight falls in the 

SWAMP... 



'RE AT 



HEAR N\E, GREAT 
KALUNGA.' I AM 
THE WARRIOR 
ASKURRI ' 




$ECONDS LATER., THE BATTLE IS OVER 



BEHOLD, GREAT WARRIORS 
HIS FACE IS FIERCE 
HIS BOOY TREMBLi 
LIKE GRASS IN THE 
WINP.' 




WAGABI HAS 
PAlP FOR HIS 
EVIL, AND BECAUSE 
of you, WILP 
soy, i now 

CAN MARRy 
WAMPlTTI ' 



I AM CLAP, ASKURRl .' NO 
MAN CAN EXPLAIN WHAT 
HAPPENED BUT WE HAVE 
SEEN WAGABI'S 
PUNISHMENT/ WE MUST 
NEVER PRy INTO THINGS 
THAT WE CANNOT 
UNDERSTAND/ 



Time passes, with each passing- month 
the set of wagabi's serpentine face 
peepens. and whenever the moon is 
pull, his agonizing cry rings 
mournfully through the broopin& 
jungle night. a grim reminder to 
those who woulp plot evil .' 



M Vf| 





1?EX CUTLER HUNTED WITH A 
' CAMERA. HE FACED COUNTLESS 
HAZARDS AND RISKED PEATH 
EVERY DAY TO SET THE. ONLY 
TROPHIES THAT /MATTERED TO 
HIM - FINE PICTURES OF 
WILD BEASTS. OUR STORY 
OPENS IN BWAMALI TERRITORY. 
WE SEE CUTLER AND HIS 
CAMERAMAN AS THEY FOCUS 
ON A HULKING RHINO FROM 
BEHIND AN IMPROVISED BLIND 
NEAR A WATER HOLE... 




Suddenly, a peadly swish of spears interrupts 
the savage, no-quarter battle... 




I HAVE WATCHED THESE 
MEN FOR MANY MOONS, 
AND AT NO TIME HAVE 
I SEEN THEM HURT 
ANY ANIMAL, THEY 
HUNT ONLY 
FOR FOOO.' 




LISTEN, DARO.' 

FROM THE 
SWAMALI VILLAGE-' 




MOMENTS LATEK.-.j ,^^^ 

WHO DID THIS,^ MAN-EATER.' 
WATIBBI ? 




,.— 



you mu 

LEAVE 







ST ] WAIT A MINUTE — 
'man-eating LION? 
A GREAT OLD FlERCE- 
LOOKiNCr DEVIL? I 
THINK WE. HAVE 
A SHOT OF HIM.' 




SOOV. AT THE WHITE MEN'S CAMP... 



THERE 



NO TIME 



TO LOSE.' WATTIBI 



WILD SOy.' YOU'RE JUST IN 
TIME TO SEE SOME OF THE 

Fil.w WE DEVELOPED.' . ^ SON WAS KILLED BY 

^ LOOHA THE MAN-EATER, 

"HIT ~y^VW[ WHOSE LAIR THE TRIBE 

CANNOT FIND/ THEy BLAME 
THE. CHILD'S DEATH ON 
YOU.' YOUR UVES . 
ARE IN DANGER.' 





THE FILM IS SUN OFF, AND. 



IT IS LOOHA'yOU HAVE 
MADE A GREAT DISCOVERY/ 
NOW I KNOW WHERE TO 




NOW THE PEATH 
OF THE NATIVES 
CAN BE AVENGER. - 




RJT UP YOUR 
SPEARS.' I 
PROMISE YOU 
THE SKIN OF 

looha sy 

TOMORROW, 
OR THE WHITE 
MEN PM WITH 
THEIR LIVES.' 





SOON. AT THE LAIR. OP LOOHA .- 




At pawn... 




THERE IS NO ESCAPE.' 
CHOOSE ' MY KNIFE 
OR PARO'S CLAWS.' 



1^ 





*5 
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NOT YET, DARO.' 
LOOHA HAS HAD 
HIS CHANCE.' 
NOW IT- IS 
MINE J 



7 &6RRRAaArr kg& i 







LOOHA IS NO MORE -' THE 
BWAMALI ARE AVENGER BUT 
THERE IS LITTLE TIME .' I 
MUST RETURN WITH THIS 
SKIN BEFORE THE SUN GOES 
HIGHER.' 



/N THE MEANT/MS, UNGAR'S FURIOUS HATRED CREATES A 
CHANGE IN PLANS... 




THE GIRAFFES STAY PRETTY 
MUCH TOGETHER, AND THIS 
YOUNG GIRAFFE, WHOM WE'LL 
CALL "JUNIOR! HAS NEVER. 
BEEN AWAY FROM THE HERD, 
IN FACT, ASIPE FROM SOME 
FIELP RODENTS, HE HAS 
NEVER SEEN OTHER ANIMALS/ 




One pay, junior, became 
separated from the herd 
anp wandered off into the 
jungle to see the wonders 
of the world around him . 



When junior first saw the 
leopard he was curious. he 
stared and then laughed out 
loud-for the leopard han no 
long neck' 



The leopard, however, didn't 
see anything to laugh about, 
anp he growled at junior, 
so fiercely that the young 
giraffe ran off. 




3uT SOON JUNIOR SAW MORE 
AMUSING SIGHTS. HERE WAS 
ANOTHER ANIMAL WITHOUT 
A LONG NECK, BUT THIS ONE 
DRANK THROUGH HIS LONG- 
NOSE/ 



When the next animal, a 
wild boa/?, approaches the 
water hole, junior. tim/ply 
steppep out. the boar maps 
no move to attack, junior, 
hap founp a friend. 




■ "^ " rZ I ' Mil "' ' 1 
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THEY HAD ESCAPED, BUT JUNIOR. 
WAS SAP. HE WAS SO AWKWARD 
HE COULDN'T EVEN SAVE HIMSELF 
IN THE JUNGLE. SOON, THE BOAR. 
WENT OFF LOOKING FOR FOOC. 




Junior REALIZED THAT ALL ANIMALS were built 
DIFFERENTLY TO ENABLE THEM TO LIVE IN THEIR 
OWN HABITAT, AND WHILE HE WAS DIFFERENT, HE 
NO LONGER FELT RIDICULOUS. ( NOW, ON AN EQUAL 
FOOTING WITH HIS FRIEND, JUNIOR AND THE BOAR 
WENT OFF INTO THE JUNGLE LOOKING FOR. 
NEW ADVENTURES,. { THE EN O 



7& Sinct-Tftcut, Aeywd 



tCT^HIS," said A! Bronson grimly to himself, 

X "is the well-known IT! Pretty soon I'm 

going to find out how it feels to die in a plane crash!" 

Al sat perfectly relaxed and calm in the cockpit 
of his tiny Piper Cub plane. His calmness was not 
heroism; it wasn't even the phoney kind ol heroism 
that many people put on when they, don't want to 
admit, even to themselves, how frightened they 
are. It was, rather, a sort of calm acceptance of 
whatever fate was in store for him, the attitude 
which had been bred in him, and all the other boys 
he had flown with in the terrible days when Eisen- 
hower had 'battled to establish a safe beachhead 
on the narrow shores of Furope. 

Al knew he had done everything possible to 
help himself — and he also knew that it wouldn't 
work. It was pretty ironical, at that, to come out of 
five years of daily danger with the Eagle Squadron 
of the RAF and then with the USAAF, to wind 
up dead on his first easy civilian job of exploring 
the back stretches of the Amazon Valley. But it 
was just one of those things, he thought, as he 
shrugged his shoulders philosophically. 

He stared ahead of him, through the small 
cockpit of the plane. There, a couple of miles aw ay, 
clearly visible through the clear morning air, he 
could see safety, as represented by the smooth 
plateaus on the other side of the tremendous chasm 
which separated him from them.. If he could only 
r««ch that side of the chasm, everything would he 
fine. First of all, it was smooth and even, and he 
could set his plane down in comparative comfort. 
Then, and more important, Al knew that a few 
miles down from his present location, there was a 
fairly good path that led down the thousand-foot 
side of the cliff, and once on the floor of the 
chasm, he'd be less than ten miles from base camp. 

Automatically, Al yanked back the joy-stick of 
the plane as far as he could, to keep the little ship 
as high as possible. As he did this, he sensed that 
it wouldn't help. He had lost too much altitude, 
and he would be sure to crash on this side of the 




chasm, in the dense, thickly-wooded forests which 
lined the cliff right up to its very edge. Methodi- 
cally, he unloaded the camera which he had been 
using to get shots for the aerial map, and stowed 
the metal-cased rolls of film in his pockets. At least, 
if they ever located his body, maybe the ph< 
would be of some use! 

Suddenly Al's eyes narrowed sharply. Out of 
one corner of his vision, he had seen two things 
which gave a quick lift to his sinking hopes. There, 
a trifle north, was a narrow rope-and-vine bridge 
over the quarter-mile-wide chasm, which meant 
that there must be human beings living somewhere 
in the neighborhood; and also, he had caught sight 
of a tiny clearing near the approach to the bridge. 

Al yanked savagely at the rudder, and the Piper 
Cub veered north. Maybe be could make it, after 
all! If he could only set the ship down without 
smashing himself into atoms, he Could get across 
to the other side of the chasm, and he'd be okay! 
For a few minutes Al fought the cross-currents 
which twisted up from the wooded region, handling 
his motorless ship as though it were a glider.' And, 
as he slipped and swirled downward in a glide 
he knew he would make it! 

As he approached the cleared spot, his sensitive 
fingers holding the end of the joystick alert for any 
slight adjustment, a sudden updrafr flung his ship 
fifty feet into the air, and dropped the plane like 
a dead weight toward the ground. Al's last con- 
scious recollection was of the lush green grass and 
towering trees, which seemed to rush up at his 
face with the force of an express train. Then every- 
thing disappeared in a blinding collision, as he hit 
the ground and the tiny plane splintered into a 
mass of twisted metal. 

When Al Bronson regained consciousness, his 
first thought was that he was pretty cramped. 
When he shifted his shoulders to ease the pressure 
of his flying suit and the parachute pack on his 
back, the tension increased, and he found himself 
trussed up like a package, his hands bound tightly 
with strong vines which circled his waist and were 
knotted further to restrict his movements. 

Al struggled to his feet, to find himself sur- 
rounded by a grim-faced circle of ominously quiet, 
almost naked natives, each staring unblinkingly at 
him and each carrying a wicked-looking spear in 
the right hand and an equally wicked-looking 
machete in the left.. He fought down the quick 



fear which welled up within him, and forced his 
voice to be reasonably calm as he tried the few 
words, of Spanish which he knew, to explain that 
he was a friend and wanted help. 

Silence greeted his speech, and A! realized with 
a sinking heart that if the natives spoke any 
language besides their own dialect, it would be 
Portuguese, the language of Brazil, of which he 
didn't know a single word! 

He struggled to free his hands, hoping to be 
able to utilize some kind of sign language. With 
a gesture of contempt, the tallest of the natives 
stepped forward, slashed downward with his razor- 
sharp marhete, and Al's 
hands were free. Al grinned 
in his friendliest way at his 
liberator, but in that second 
his hopes died, as the native 
spoke. The words were thick 
pidgin English, but their I 
• meaning was clear. 

"You bird-man," the na- 
tive grunted. "You white 
man. Me work white man. 
Me learn speak white man 
talk! Indian hate white man. 
White man bring trouble. 
Indian kill white man. Then 
trouble go. Come. You see." 

The leadergrunted a com- 
mand and in a second Al was seized by both arms 
and hustled roward the edge of the high cliff. 

With a complete indifference to the vertigo 
which overwhelmed Al Bronson, as he hung over 
the steep edge, held by the iron grip of two war- 
riors, the native leader barked another command, 
and one of his men darted into the underbrush, 
to return a moment later with three wristwatches, 
which the chief took and held out for Al to see. 

"We take white man magic. Then we kill," the 
native said calmly. "Like this." He made a swinging 
gesture with his two arms, indicating clearly the 
act of throwing something over the edge of the 
cliff to the floor of the chasm a thousand feet below! 

At the chief's next command, the two warriors 
holding Al loosened their grip of his arms, grabbed 
his left wrist and stripped off the watch which was 
strapped there. His arms freed, for a brief fraction 
of a second, Al found a sudden inspiration! He 
smacked his right arm down. against the open flap 
pocket on his pants leg, grabbed the magnesium 
flare which he held there for photos at night or 
in fog, and all in the same gesture dashed it 
violently to the ground! 




As the flare blazed forth in a terrific spurt of 
furious fire, Al seized the brief second, in which 
the natives jumped back in alarm, to sprint at top 
speed for the narrow, swinging rope bridge which 
he could sec less than a hundred yards away. In 
his heart he knew the gesture was futile; he was 
handicapped by his heavy clothes and parachute 
pack, while the practically-naked natives could 
certainly move faster than he. But the driving 
urge for self-preservation forced him on, in spite 
of his bursting lungs, and before the startled na- 
tives could recover enough to speed after him, Al 
had made the bridge and was crawling out along 
its swaying, sagging length! 
Al worked his way out 
along the crude chasm cross- 
ing, conscious of added vi- 
brations as the natives 
started to cross the bridge. 
Then he heard a booming 
voice, yelling in native dia- 
lect, and over his shoulder 
Al saw the natives on the 
rope bridge turn and scuttle 
back to the edge of the cliff. 
fs5*S As he continued across, 
,: , wondering at the change in 
hisencmics' plan, the leader's 
booming voice came again. 
"White man, you die!" 
Al froze to immobility and stared as two native 
warriors, who had just been waiting for their fel- 
lows to reach safety, chopped their heavy ma- 
chetes down on the vines holding the bridge! The 
entire bridge shook under the impact of the savage 
thrusts and suddenly free, it dropped like a stone, 
flinging Al Bronson into the void! 

As he dropped, Al's instinctive recollection of 
years of training came to the fore. Without any 
conscious realization of what he was doing, his 
fingers reached up to his breast and yanked at the 
rip-cord of his parachute! 

As the huge nylon sheet opened and caught the 
wind it fluttered aloft like a giant flower with Al 
Bronson swinging easily in the harness. Down to 
the safety of the chasm floor, which would lead 
him back to his own camp, he drifted. Then Al 
glanced upward to see the awe-filled, superstitious 
natives on their knees at the edge of the cliff, 
salaaming in terror of the white birdman who 
could sprout his own wings and fly off to safetyl 

THE END 
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^ffWHl OF AUAH 



JLasos, steaming west 
african coast town and 
capital of british niseria, 
mecca of wanderers from 
all the continents and the 
seven seas .'and here joe 
barton meets a strange, 
fanatical man who leads 
him into the dark interior 
in search of a lost and 
ancient glory, the 
legendary . . . 

"ZIVBK OP ALLAH/" 




IN THE "EXPLORER'S, CLUB'! A SHABBY CAFE IN THE 
HEART OF LAGOS, JOE "PINES * WITH HIS NEW- 
FOUNP FRIEND, BARNEY BREWSTER... 



EAT HEARTY JOE.' \l HOPE SO.' EATING MIGHT 
THIS GRUB'S PLAIN I BECOME A LUXURY IP 1 
"BUt GOOD FUEL /CAN'T SCARE UP A JOB OR. 
FOR A LONG fTWO.' SEEMS LIKE I FOUND 
VOYAGE.' /NOTHING BUT BAD LUCK SINCE 
X TEAMED OP WITH YOU, ^' 
BARNEY/ ■Mf 



BUT I REALLY DON'T 
MIND.' GUESS I 
ALWAYS DIO 
A GOOD BUDDY/ 



I SURE APPRECIATE IT 
rjOE-' BOY.' HOW I WISH 
WE COULD PAY FOR THIS . 

MEAL .' y ""^ 

ALLAH GIVE 
YOU GOOC 



DIGESTION, 
EFFENDI-' THE 
MEAL IS PAID 
FOR.' 






ANP ALU BECAUSE ALLAH MAPE A GREAT 
RIVER FLOW THROUGH THE LANP.' BUT 
THEN WE ARABS BECAME WICKEP.' ALLAH 
FROWNEP, ANP CLOSEP OFF THE RIVER., 
/WAKING THE SAHARA A BARREN 



BUT THAT RIVER STILL LIVES 'N THE NORTHERN 
MOUNTAINS, TRAP-PEP IN THE EARTH ANP 
WAITING TO BE RELEASEP TO MAKE THE 
SAHARA BLOOM ONCE MORE .' I, MAHOMET 
BEN ALL AM PESTINEP TO FINP IT... 




THE RIVER OP . 

ALLAH. 'WE HEARP 

OF IT, BARNEY.' 

MAYBE HE'S NOT SO 

LOONEY AT THAT .' 




THERE'S GOOP GEOLOGICAL EVIPENCE TO 
BACK UP THAT LEGENP/ BEN ALI, YOU'VE 
GOT YOURSELF AGUIPE.' BUT I'LL NEEP 
MONEY FOR SUPPLIES/ 

YOU SHALL 
HAVE WHATEVER. 
YOU PESIRE.' 





One week later, oh the great niger river... Several pays later, at pawn 



SAY. JOE.' JUST LOOK 
AT THAT BEN ALI 
STARING UP RIVER.' 




\ 



Several cays later the party 
disembarks at sao... and then 
plunges into the north regions.. 



OOH, MY ACHIN' 
SACRO-IUAC/ I'LL 
TAKE THE BRINY 

peep any pay/ 



oh! oh! a SANP STORM '3 
BREWING/ WE'LL HEAP 
FOR SHELTER IN THE 
NEAREST WAPI.' 



SANDSTORM HITS WITH 




LOOK/ IT IS THERE — \ BEN All 'S RIGHT. 
THE MOUNTAIN HUMPEP ) LET'S GO! IT 

LIKE A CAMEL.' WE 

APE NEARING- THE 



^7 DOESN'T LOOK 
MORE'N A PAYS / 
/MARCH FROM HERE.' 




Next afternoon... 



JOE.' I CAN'T BELIEVE 
IT.' A WAR/V\ VALLEY 
HIPPEN BETWEEN 
THE MOUNTAINS.' 




TWO PAYS LATER... 



AYE, IT'S A REAL 
PARADISE, LAP.' WHAT 



MEAT. BARNEY/ . , ....... 

THIS VALLEY TEEMS , ) LOVELY NATIVES.' 
WITH SAME.' Im ^0l / REMINPS 
TAHITI . 
FIRST VOYAS 





The following daV... 




High up on the camel- backeo peak... 




WELL. YOU'VE FOUND )l 5HALL DYNAMITE 
YOUR CREAM, BEN /THE RIVER FREE, 
ALL' WHAT -C-'MAKlNG THE SAHARA 

HAPPENS NOW? J A GARDEN AGAIN' 
MAHOMET BEN ALl 
WILL BE NUMBERED 
AMONGST THE GREAT.'/ 



feA 



v 



THE CRA2Y SWAB 
Will. WIPE OUT 
THAT PRETTy 
LITHE VALLEY' 



I VEAH -THAT'S 
/WHY I THINK 
HE'S GONNA 
HAVE TROUBLE 
SELLING- THE 
NATIVES THE 
IDEA .' 



NEXT CAY, IN THE VALLEY 
VILLAGE ... 



BEN ALl HAS 
CONVINCED THE 
NATIVES HE 
'MUST SLOW , < 
'THE RIVER FREE / \ 
THEY DON'T LIKE IT, 
BUt HE TELLS THEM 




POOR DEVILS.' BUT I CAN'T 
HELP THEM AS LONG AS 
THEY BELIEVE IT /S ALLAH'S 
WILL / WELL, I'M GOING UP 
THE MOUNTAIN FOR A 




A WHILE LATER ... T 



BARNEY/ ROUND 
UP THE CHIEF AND BEN ALl.' I'VE 
FOUND AN ANCIENT TOMB ON 
THE MOUNTAIN THAT MAY 
CHANGE EVERYTHING.' 




LATER, ON THE MOUNTAIN... 

bah.'non- 

one of the natives translated \ sense .' 
these old tablets for me.' /making the 
they were bv an ancient --^sahara bloom 
prophet.' they sav it is \ again is more 
allah's will the river be ) important than 

VALLEY/ 




NO.'OIO TABLETS 
DO NOT LIE.' 
LET THE Wf?ATH 
OF HEAVEN 
DESCEND ON 
HIM WHO 
WOULP PEFX 
ALLAH'S WILL.' 



W9LL, I 
GUESS 
THAT'S 
THAT.' SA/ 
WHERE'S 
BEN ALI? 




A FEW MINUTES LATER,., 



STOP, BEN <1 WHAT DO THE 
ALL' THIS /\ LIVES OR 
/S MURDER.' Vhomes of 

_U THESE NATIVES 
MEAN, COMPARED TO 
/AY HOLY MISS/ON' 
STANP BACK! 










V/O&SvOU OKAY, )THE PyNAMITE MUST'VE 
LlOE ? WHAT ^- / <7AUSEP AN AVALANCHE.' 
HAPPENED 7 T MAHOMET 6EN ALI ANP THE 
RIVER. ARE BURIE-P--- 
FOREVER.' I GUESS 
IT'S THE WILL OF 
ALLAH.' 









"THAT'S WHAT YOU GET FOR TEACHING 
THEM HOW TO PLAY DICE !" 



BOY MARVEL OF THE WILD WEST! ..^ 




DONT MIS! 

Ziff-Davis Publishing Company, 366 Madison Avenue, 



■ ■ 







|N THE 5HAPOWEP JUNGLE, 
EACH SOUNP HAS A SPECIAL 
MEANIN& FOR. THE PRIMITIVE 
EAR. WILP BOY IS 
5UPPENLY ALERTEP BV THE 
PULL BOOM OF A PRUM. 
ITS SOUNP ECHOES PANGER., 
BUT WILP BOY POESN'T 
KNOW YET THAT ITS SUMMONS 
WILL SENP HIM ON A STRANGE 
ANP PAN&EROUS JOURNEY... 




Moments later, wild boy appears before 
jab8uri, the tribal chief,., 





A FULL PAYS jouxney BRtHGS 
WILD BOY TO THE WAW5SI 
VILLAGE... 



HAI, A WHITE 
INTRUDER f 

SEIZE HIM : 



AS WILD BOY IS LEO TO THE 
WATUSSI, SUPOENLy... 




WE BOTH Pie'. 
I UNDERSTAND / 
NOW, UET US 
BESIN .' 




WlU> BOY THROWS WITH EVERY OUNCE OF 
STRENGTH IN HIS 80PY.., '-"'"<- fc <^ 



(Of,,™* ""EQUAL CONTEST, JAFTA'S THROW 
OUTSTRIPS WILP BOY'S,', • "™ w " 





Unable to kill a pefenseless man, wild 
boy rises. but king baalu vents his fuky... 



GRFAT KINS, LET 
MB BE SLAIN.' 
r KNOW I OO 

NOT DESERVE 

TO LIVE .' 



YOU ARE WRONG TO 
BANISM JAFTA, KING 
BAALU.' IT IS NO 
DISGRACE WHEN 
ONE DOES MIS BEST 
AND LOSES.' 



THIS IS OUR. 
WAY OF LIFE, 
WILD SOY/ TAKE 
THE BOY AND 
GO. 1 






Again and again wild 
boy's knipe plunges 
home until the beast 

WEAKEN 5... 




WILP BOX, YOU HAVE TAUGHT 
My TRIBE A LESSON .' BRAVERY 
POES NOT PEPENP UPON 
GREAT 5IZE OR STRENGTH 
ALONE, FOR IT LIES IN 
THE HEART,' 

BRAVER. 
THAN ALL WAS 
JAFTA WHEN HE 
ATTACKEP THIS 
BEAST TO PEFENP 
HIS VILLAGE ' 




ANP WITH THIS SPEAR 
1 RESTORE YOU TO 
OUR. TRIBE, JAFTA I 
NOW, FETCH N\Y 
GREAT SHIELP.' 




MOMENTS LATEI?... 



GIVE THIS SHIELP 



TO JABURRI AS MY PLEPGE 
OF ETERNAL FRIENPSHIP.' NEVER 
AGAIN WILL THE WATUSSI 
MOLEST A WEAKER TRIBE .' 





SHERLOCK HOLMES 

DETECTIVE CAP 

■' s l»«[^i cap sen*** 
li.iy wooiand 

ffiyoi 1 . ' m;»de. 

■ ■ 
j.v<- lilies. W»*ar it all 
■ ■■ . ■ 
v.. either block ■^"•' white 
or btowiond white. State color writ! hv-r.il 
sue ■ !»*- Only Si.lS- . 

i£i-t FREE Fiivuie Eye Bud S r *nd Power- 

lui Magnify'?* G*** u ^ ^"p«» 

: 'itf » * » W * «• m im — m »' r a»' ik ' •• « a* * «***< 

MA!: ilAT 




•V-* 



Empire MdsE. Co.. Dcpt.P-l 

2 Merbl« Ave.. PlMMntvilt*, N Y. 

St'nd me. on your guarantee*) offer 
Cap(t) «j«* f*„l.»r 

Payment encloted. 



StreeU 



City— 



, State 





BHOADCAST OVER HOME RADIO: KkIut Of t»f»Hi 

in umr VVnlltiv Talkie* i an >»■ > k<t\ up o i i 

ulk Into Ilium unil hcui your mm ra mil >>' UK 

H(lln 'l'- .ik. r I'.rn.L.i, ,-'' triMl MiMliiH t r ,m 

Qlltur purl n( l -'r... ■■: 

(iwn radio pruitrumi mil m •- 

RECEIVE LOCAL BROADCAST STATIONS 

VWilkiu Talkie i'*ii I'Jsilv li» irri"i t>. U,i - 

■ ■i l| HI ■ t -I- M"T i»ll l"' 1 -'■ r.i.l.M r< 

Tim KK.YU'0 plue in iTiirful artautif ewl UtoMel wrttrt 

«? > .it :.»■* -in »iM |M>rinii '•■..!'■' ■ '•"• .■•.!■' fnr»ii*n 

^*\^fe/ "'"-'** ' • " * I • I . • • r ., I » 

Hk^J^/TJ - ' > "^ . >■ LMtorletl ol lutl h " 

i».i plastii far 

I] nol 4 Kit ii'ii j fai-tury iMitftl intl eiiwr 
ronununlcitlon lyitea (iimniiuertl — 
tabiipj refunded in full 







MD! 



u crutMi 






..•' - 




! Rocketman Tel 
400 Madison Ave.. New York,17,N.Y. 

IrMinnl pfuu ».il »oJ S1.WI lol m, ROCKETMAN IULVlEftTK :„g«it.t. 

ri*t! suntptuc o.iiutni. exciting and (Ji oi actum riirua tov« iw bkiuici) 



Name- 



Address _ 
City 



-Zone_ 



. Slate. 



Print Clearly. 



HURRY MAIL TODAY 



R«kot««H Televwwer dipt "If -7" 
. >^, ^C^ 400 ModftM Ave.,Niw Y«k,l7,N.Y. 

£vr^ Fxc/t/ng Film! 

Ik the Iiim girl 01 hm in mmii iictghboi'luxKl to own (he new ROCKF. I'M AN" 
i r ! E \ I EWE R togeihci with five [5] exciting different 1 films with over I HO 
niiicrcni picuirev Each film fliimm) rn .1 complete siory of different kinds. 
Packed full o( rhnllv actum and adventure, The ROCKETMAN I El.E 
\ lEWF-R ii one "i 'he hncw viewers, Durable, beautiful colored jjLimk. 

Miprr hnc lenv cunipjtl i.>v, 10 cart) NOlHimj 10 gel 0111 of order. L'b.lH ;> 

lifetime Original exclusive, no whet like i( Patented U. S. Patent OHit'e. 
This -»ricr is made through this comic magazine .m<l you canpnl l«u) (he 
ROCKETMAN I El FVIFU FR extent l« m.nl. Snordei'now while the 
saipply Ian*.! 



You Can WIN 

This 15" toll 
SILVER TROPHY 

JUST AS I DIO IN 

TO MINUTES 

|fSl J : • OF FUN 





2 ME'S 7 
is YOU ' 

AT 112 LB.- 

SISSY 



THAT 112 LB.-6 FT. 

SPINDLE- CICQV M °Z 
ARMED MOOIWASME 

A FSW SHORT WEEKS AGO 



TO GET f»- 

Ml 5 l(fc 

MILLION* HAVE 

BEEN SOLO FOR , 

sl AND MOW 



NO! friend you 

don't have to be 

SKINNY any more 

just mail NOW 
the FREE 

coupon below 

as I did. Soon 

YOU can add 
6V2 inches to your CHEST 
3 inches to each ARM " 

and the rest 

in proportion 
just as I did. 



ROGER HIRSCH 
WO s a 112 lb. 6 ft. WEAKLING. 
Look at him NOW— 
A MOVIE-STAR HE-MAN 
from Head to Toe 

as YOU 

can be I 

soon • ._ 

rft^TREFTOR QUICK ACTION! 

$$3, IS of STRONG MEN p— — 

I ?. MUSCLEJiEJES I D *P'- ZD 27 



Come on, PAL, NOW 

YOU GIVE ME 
«A PLEASANT MINUTES A 
1 11 DAY IN YOUR HOME . . . ANO I'LL GIVE 
YOU a NEW HE-MAN BODY 
ForYourOLD SKELETON FRAME. 

- - ,. W-.l-Ti r.raateit 



World'i GraalMt 
Buildxr ol HE-MEN 



to a Champion of Champions. 





ol. - 

Strong M 



u".rV."LWr aiitS .HI inl.«W Buil«.n| 
?0R POSlAGi PND HAhOUNG (no C Sl- 



AOOfiESS. 



yes.. MtfV3f2r3£W* 

cost you one solitary cent. ... ie ri B« 

Develop YOUR 520 MUSCLES 
Gain Pounds, INCHES, FAST! 

Frie nd. IV. traveied -He world Made a UFET-ME STUDY or M *g 

Sp'RU^i'So^idU^NV THOUSANDS like you did. SO Mail 
coupon NOW! 



